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THE MARAUDER. 


AN ORIGINAL TALE OF THE SEVENTEENTH 
CENTURY. 


(Continued from page 66.) 
CHAPTER VII. 


The conduct of Ovando became so 
much involved in mystery that Almyra 


ceased to make enquiries respecting his 


business; and as her uncle Mr. C, of 


s-ew-Loudon, freyueatly returned wits 
bim, often spending a day or two with 
them in their sequestered habitation, 
she thought all was well. The infant 
Myra was becoming more dear to her 
every day, when an event unexpected 
and unlooked for threw her upona bed 
of sickness, which nearly deprived her 
of life. 

The beauty of a fine moon-light eve- 
ning had tempted her to listen to the 
repeated solicitations of Ovando to visit 
the shore of the Thames, and accompa- 
nied by Mother Monomia they descend- 
ed the hill to the river. he distant 
hills appeared shadowed with clouds, 
and the pale moon-beams calmly reflect- 
ed on the surface of the water. The 
stillness of the scene was uninterrupted 
save by the solitary seunds of the whip- 
poorwill, singing its constant and melan- 
choly notes by the river's side. They 


seated themselves on a point of rocks that 
extended out for some distance from the 
shore, affording a convenient spot for 
the fisherman in his sporting moments, 
and likewise a landing place for the 
boats that ascended the Poquetanock. 

Almyra seemed in a playful hemear.® 


jand incautiously advanced to the ex- 
treme edge of the rocks. She stood 
calmly viewing the sporting chegot as 
they broke upon the glassy surface of 
the water. The tide was fast flowing 
in, which soon separated her from the 
main ledge, which at low water was 
left dry. 

Her exposed situation was perceived 
by Ovando, at whose request she at- 





cipitated into the current which-eddied 
round the point of rocks. A shriek 
from Mother Monomia was involuntari- 
ly uttered as she saw her lady sinking 
inthestream. In an instant the affright- 
ed Ovando plunged in after her, and 
with a sturdy arm bore her insensible to 
the shore. 

The delicate state of Almyra’s health 
at this time, added to the fright of so 


; 








absence of Ovando had become habitual 
to Almyra, though it worried and per- 
plexed her to such a degree that it gra- 
dually undermined her health. But she 
devoured her grief in silence, and 
sought comfort in the interesting prattle 
of Myra. It was her delight to instil 
into her infant mind the important duty 
she owed to the Anthor of her being. 








sudden an accident, threw her into an 
alarming fever. 


during the crisis of her disease, which. 
fortunately turned to a favourable issue. 

But months elapsed ere she en- 
tirely recovered ; and the rose of health 
had no sooner began to bloom upon her 
cheek, than Ovando commenced his 


Not unfrequently whole weeks would 
elapse ere he returned to his dwelling. 

It was at this period that the United 
States threw off the yoke of the British 











world, a nation free and independant. 


Mother Monomia and | 
Ovando incessantly watched with her; 


mysterious conduct by frequent absence. | 


king, and declared to an entonishes} 








Years rolled away, and the frequent 


Although Ovando like a fond father 


pompios tospring oo shove. In ihe act} Joaled omdas vuipolsid, still neither the 
she slipped her foothold, and was pre-|/ interesting cenversation and alluring 


charms of his beloved wife, nor the al- 
fection he felt for his lovely daughter, 
could draw him from the path of guilt ia 
which he was wandering. 

Myra grew more beautiful as she ad- 
vanced in age; like the rose-bud just 
bursting into bloom, she bid fair to rival 
in loveliness all others in that vicinity. 
She had arrived at the age of fifteen ;— 
the colour of her skin resembled the 
white lilly faintly tinged with the bright 
crimson glow of health ; while her pale 
blue eyes, like the violet’s tints adorning 
a bed of flowers, added beauty to her 
tinely modelled features. Her high and 
exquisitely fair polished forebead rose 


| above, over, which in rich profusion 


the silken ringlets of her chesnut-co- 
loured hair My scattered. Shaped in 
Beauty’s mould, her light and airy form 
moved like an azure cloud in stately 
majesty. To look on her faultless fig- 
ure, a glance was sufficient to rtvit all 
attention. Like an elegant statue from 
the hands of an experienced artist, she 
looked the picture of some celestial be- 
ing descended from the ethereal regions 
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to astonish the earth with her transcend- 
ant beauty. . 

But alas! It was in vain that Almyra 
attempted to conceal the grief that 
preyed upon her constitution; worn 
down with silent sorrow, she was fast 
sinking to the tomb, ‘The hectic crim- 
son of a dire consumption would for a 
moment flush on ber pale and wan 
cheeks, and then like the rays of the 
setting sun fade away. Mother Mono- 
mia was her constant attendant, and as- 
sisted the gentle Myra in bestowing 
apon her dying parent those little offices 
of friendship which alleviate the painful- 
ness of a sick bed. 

It was on a cold and stormy evening 
in December, when Ovando returned 
from one of his excursions after an unu- 
sual long absence. The Poquetanoc 
was bound in the icy chains of winter, 
and the snow-drifts were rearing their 
white tops along the banks of the river 
like grey clouds piled round the horizon. 
He approached his dwelling ; not a track 
appeared upon the surface of the snow, 
which lay like a white sheet on the earth 
in front of his habitation, ~The faint 
twinkling of a light was seen beaming 
from the window ; but all was silent as 
the hour of death—naught was heard 
but the tremulous branches of the forest 

















trees occasionally rattling their frozen 
twigs in the passing breeze. | 

Stepping up to the door he gave two 
or three gentle raps, when a voice he 
instantly recognized to be Mira’s, en- 
quired who wanted admittance. ‘* Your 
father,” replied Ovando, as he entered 
the room clasping his daughter to his 
cold and snowy bosom. 

“How is Almyra?’ whispered he, 
and trembled with emotion as he beheld 
in the countenance of Myra, the picture 
of her mother, when in days long passed 
away, the rose of health bloomed on hier 
cheek unsullied by the canker-worm of 
time, or consumption’s a@fiy hue. “Oh, 
my father !”’ said Myra, ‘life yet lingers 
in her feeble frame—Cruel, but beloved 
parent !—how could you forsake so long, 
your Almyra! Come, my dear father, 
and cheer the dying mother of Myra 
with thy long wished and often prayed- 
for presence.” 


‘* Yes, my Myra,” said he, “ come, 


jet us hasten to the suffering angel,| 


| cold chill struck to the heart of Ovando, 
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whom I have too long neglected,”’ and 
the swelling tear which glistened in his 
eyes wet her cheeks as he pressed her 
to his heart. 

Ovando silently entered the room. 
Almyra was in a gentle sleep,—her pale 
face, white as the driven snow which 
then mantled the face of nature, seemed 
like the polished ivory. Her sunken 
eyes and hollow cheeks evinced the de- 
cay which in a few weeks had taken 
place. As he stood gazing upon the 
victim of his neglect, asigh which seem- 
ed to come from the inmost recesses of 
the heart escaped her lips, and she 
opened her eyes. The lustre which 
once beamed in all the radiance of beau- 


ty had faded—their brightness were|| 


dimmed by the ravages of grief and dis- 
ease. ‘* Myra,” faintly articulated she, 
as she cast her eyes towards her hus- 
band. The light shone full on his face, 
and she immediately recognized him. 
Opening her arms, she uttered the name 
of Ovando, and the emotions of her sou! 
seemed to inspire her with new strength 
as she threw them around his neck. 

‘** Almyra!—suffering angel!’ ex- 
claimed he, ‘* Can’st thou forgive your 
Ovando !—Say, lovely companion of my 
bosom, will thou pardon your wretched 
husband ?” 

A momentary gleam of fire lit her 
eyes for an instant: ‘* Forgive thee— 
pardon thee!” said she, ‘Yes! bless 
thee, my hasband !”’ and fainting from 
the exertions of rising, she sunk back 
insensible upon the bed. Life seemed 
to have fled her clayey tenement ; a 


as he thought the vital spark was extin- 
guished, and rising from his bending 
posture tottered to a chair. 

Myra flew to the couch of her moth- 
er, but Monomia had her in her arms, 
and was chafing her cold temples. 

‘Oh God!” exclaimed Ovando, for- 
cibly striking his forehead, * is there 
no hope!” then rushing furiously to an 
adjoining room, threw himself on the 
floor, and in a paroxism of grief, ven- 
ted in a flood of tears the overflowings 
of his heart. 

At length, by the exertions of Mono- 
mia and Myra, she was restored to life ; 


jet. 


_ 


eee 


transport, at the well known sound of 
her voice, was instantly by her side. 
She fixed her glazed eyes upon him. 
and putting forth her hand seized his, 
tenderly pressing it to her heart, and in 
a tremulous voice, articulated ‘ Fare. 
well Ovando!”’ She closed her eyes— 
a gentle heaving of her bosom scemed 
for an instant to agitate her frame, and 
her hand relaxed its hold. The mes- 
senger had come! Death had sealed 
her eyes in eternal sleep,—the gentle 
Almyra had ceased to live—she was no 
more. 

Ovando leaned over her lifeless re- 
mains, confounded at the sudden shock 
of witnessing the departure of all his 
earthly hopes. Not a tear bedewed his 
manly cheek—not a muscle of his face 
moved.—Like the picture of Woe lean- 
ing on the monumental marble, he stood 
still bending over the corpse of his be- 
loved Almyra, apparrantly unconscious 
of any thing around. At length, rising, 


‘he exclaimed, ‘*Gene forever !—Peace 


be to thy shade, thou injured fair one!” 
(To be continued.) 








A SPANISH TALE. 
(Continued from page 67.) 


She was a tall, dark complesioned 
girl, with a handsome countenange, 4 
crimson cheek, and an eye that, when 
she began to sing, sparkled like polished 
The conjuror tuned his rebeck, and 
the Gitanasang two or three pretty segui- 
dillas, chiefly in praise of Valencia, at ev- 
ery one of which the servants appiauded 
loudly, but the Duenna, as became her 
station, only bowed. ‘* Duenna,’’ said 
the lady Rosanna feebly, ‘* that girl sings 
well, but I am not so much charmed 
with her subject as you seem to be. 
Did yon not tell me they knew some- 
thing of Granada?’ The Duenna re- 
plied by a sign of affirmation. ‘ Well 
then, let me hear a Granadian song. But 
let the Gitana sing alone. 1 have beard 
enough of the rebeck.” The girl gave 
an arch look at-the conjuror, and tried 


|to restrain her laughing, as he, evidently - 
chagrined, slowly put up the rebeck in its | 


case. But the lady ordered him a duro, 
and he seemed not a little pleased with 

















and looking wildly around, called for 
Ovando. He heard—and rising in i 


bis mortification. ** What will your il: | 
lustrious ladyship choose,”’ said the Gi | 
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tana. ‘Will you have tbe loves of 
Maria de Fonseca and the noble cavalier 
Delpinos, or the fair Moresco’s escape 


from her cruel father, or the song oi 
the Caliph as he went down the Alpux- 
arras, or the life and death of Juan the 
flower of Granada, or the death of the 
Abencerrage—or—”’ ‘‘I protest,’’ ob- 
served the Duenna, ‘this little girl has 
a marvellous memory. I don’t think I 
could ever repeat three verses of the 
Asno de Plata ;”’ and she walked away a 
few paces, counting them on her fingers. 
“ Sing,’? said the Donna _ Rosanna, 
‘something about the Mestranza, if yon 
have any ballad of tbat kind.’ The 
girl took out a small theorbro, and, 
throwing back the thick hair from her 
forehead, and fixing her eyes on the 
western sun as it shone through the trel- 
lis, sang, in a sweet, deep voice, the 
following stanzas : 


La‘y, if you love to hear 
Tales of lofty chivalry, 

Stealing Beauty’s sigh or tear; 
List not, lady sweet, to me. 


But there isa gentle sight, 
Roselike, always born with May, 

Pull ofarms, and glances bright, 
*Tis Granada’s holyday ! 


Twilight on the west was sleeping, 
Stars were sliding down the sky, 


With a blue, half opening eye. 


Morn upon the hills was peeping | 


When a silver trumpet sounded, 
And beside the castle-wall, 

Many a ribbon'd jennet bounded, 
Sparkled many a lance-head tall. 


In the plain, balconies proud, 
Hung with silk and flowery chain, 
Like a statued temple show'd 
Rank o’er rank the dames of Spain. 


Soon the tapestried kettle drums 
Through the distant square were pealing ; | | 


Soon was seen the toss of plumes 
By the Viceroy’s palace whecling. 


Then, before the portal arch, 
Every horseman check'd the reign, 
Till the rocket for their march, * 
_ Flaming up the sky was seen. 


— 
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Like a wave of steel and gold, 
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Virst they gallop where the screen 
With its silken tissne hides 

Fair Valencia’s jewell’d Queen,— 

, Heluless every horseman rides! 


Round the barrier then they wheel, 
Troop by troop, and pair by pair; 
Bending low the Janee of steel 
To the bowing ladies there. 


Hark! the trumpet long and loud. 
“Tis the signal for the charge! 

Now with hoofs the earth is plough'd, 
Now are clash'd the lance and targe. 


Light as roebucks bound the steeds, 
Sunny bright the armour gleams; 

Gallant charge to charge succeeds, 
Like the rush of mountain streams! 


Nooo has come—the warriors rest, 
Each dismounting from his barb ; 

Loosening each his feathery crest, 
Weighty sword, and steely garb. 


Then are shown the lordly form, 
Chesnut locks and eagle eyes, 
Cheeks with tilting crimson-warm, 

Lips for lovers’ perjuries ! 


As they wander round the plain, 
Sparkle cross and collar gemm'd, 
Sparkle nightly star and chain, 
On their tunics golden-seam’d. 


Till again the trumpets play, 

And the mail again is worn 5 
And the ring is born away— 

And the Moorman's turban torn. 





Closes then the tournament, 
And the noble squadrons four, 
Proudly to the banquet-tent, 
March by Turia’s flowery shore. 


Lovely as the evening sky, 
Ere the golden sun is down, 
March Granada’s chivalry. 
Champions of the Church and Crown! 


‘*] protest,” said the Duenwa, * it is 
a very pretty tune, and I have heard a 
worse voice.’—‘ Tell the Gitana to 
come near me, and the servants to close 
the door,” said the Donna in an under 
tone. 

The girl came near, with her eyes 
cast on the ground. 

‘‘Where did you learn that song, 
Gitana 2” said the lady ; ‘* | have a great 
wish to know the name of the composer 
—or is it indeed your own ?” 








Swept the lovely pageant on; 
Many a champion young and bold 
Bearing lance and gonfalon. 


At their sight arose the roar 
From the people gazing round— 
Proudly came the sguadrons four, 
Prancing up the filting ground. 


The girl courtseyed. 

‘¢ You lead a dangerous life Gitana,”’ 
said she, ‘‘ with your taste for music, 
and your appearance—you may spend 
many sorrowful years for some delight- 


Fful days.” 


The Gitana coloured, but said no- 
thing. 

‘I like your modesty,” continued the 
lady ; ‘* and, if you have no better pros- 
pect, will take you into my service. 
| You will be useful to my spirits with 
| your sweet voice and your theorbro, 
and { will not be ungrateful.” 

The Gitana knelt and kissed her hand, 
with an ardour that made the Donna 





blush. 


‘* These are the wild manners of your 
mountain life,” said she, raising the Gi- 
tana; ‘* but, Duenna, you will teach her 
moderation.” 

This she said with a faint smile, and the 
Gitana, flinging her scarlet mantle round 
her shoulders, hastily withdrew to con- 
sult ker father, the conjuror. 

‘Do you know,” said the Donna, 
throwing herself back into the chair and 
reclining her head over its arm, as if 
she were reading something on the car- 
pet, ‘* that girl pleases me extremely.” 

She then spoke no more for a minute 
or two, but continued humming the tune 
that she had just heard. The Duenna 
stood by in silence, not knowing what 
turn all this might take, and perhaps not 
much pleased at her lady’s new liking. 





} 
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**IT say, Duenna, this same Gitana 
would make a usefol assistant to you.” 
The Duenna was silent.—‘* Not, of 
course,” continued she with some em- 
phasis, ‘‘asa Duenna.””—* Heaven for- 
bid!’ said the Duenna, “she would 
make a strange protectress of your lady- 
ship from the snares of satan ; she will, 
if | am not mistaken, have enough to do 
to take care of herself.”’—-** Why, yes,” 
replied the lady, and sunk into a reverie, 
Then after a sigh or two—*‘ I should 
have asked her whether she had ever 
been in love.’—** The Saints defend 
us,” cried out the Duenna, ** of what is 
my lady talking ?”"--‘‘I see no crime in 
it after all,” suddenly observed the lady 
Rosanna, raising her head, with both her 
hands on the arm of the chair, and fixing 
her eyes on the Duenna’s countenance ; 








“it may be sorrow ; it has often been 
ruin—but it may be virtue, honour, and 
happiness.” This she pronounced io a 
lofty, melancholy tone; the Duenna re- 
coning her fingers over rapidly. ‘ Eigh- 
teen this month,” she murmured, 
“ eighteen—not an hour more. What 
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will the Captain-General say? the next 
news’ will be, I suppose, that the rock ot 
Aranjuez is blown away.’ She rang 
the bell—‘* What’s the matter now, my 
dear Duenna?”’ said the lady, fondly 
eatching her gown.—‘‘ I must go to con- 
fession,” was her answer.—‘* Then take 
something more to confess, and tell the 
priest that you think me in love.”— 
‘¢Can thet be possible ?” cried the Du- 
enna, startled, and taking out her rosa- 
ry.—* 1 don’t know but it may,” sighed 
the lady, and again buried her face in 
her hands. & 

(T’o be continued.) 
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far from improving the morals of man, 
tends only to allure those who are blind- 
ed by its deceitful appearance, and at 
last, bring them toa dreadful end. It 
is Superstition ; which shews to us only 
the forms of religion, and leaves our 
minds entirely uninstructed concerning 
the acquisition of happiness hereafter. 
But alas! how few are there, who are 
willing to abandon all the dissipating 
pleasures of this world, and give them- 
‘selves up to the Almighty, as their only 
hope and protection. 

Sinner! Remember that this world 
and all its fascinating allurements will 
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FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


ESSAYIST, No. 8. 
RELIGION. 
** When holy and devout religious Christians 
“ Are at their heads, "tis hard to draw them 
from thence, 
«< So sweet is zealous contemplation.” 
SHAKSPEARE. 
It is natural for man to look up with 
reverence to some One, who possesses 
power to which no bounds can be set ; 
and the most uncultivated savage that 
ever lived, has pictured in his. imagina- 
tion the existence of a God, to whom he 
looks with veneration. Nature tells him 
/ that there is a God, and for that Deity 
he feels a superstitious regard. 


***Tis the divinity that stirs within us, 
“°Tis heaves itself poiats out an hereafter, 
‘* And intimates eternity te man,” 


“* Religion or virtue (says Dr. Watts,) 
in a large sense, includes duty to God 
and our neighbour ; but in a proper 
sense, virtue signifies duty towards man 
and Religion to God.” There is no- 
thing so essential to the welfare of man, 
whether considered in a spiritual or 
temporal view, as Religion. It alone 
can comfort the soul of man, when Hope 
and all the enlivening dispositions of 
our nature cease to comfort ; which can 
point out to us the road to eternal bliss, 
and cheer us through the dark and 
gloomy vale of Death. It is Religion 
atone which can sooth us ia the winter 
of life, when our spirits are congealed 
and we<an no longer enjoy those ima- 
ginary pleasures of which it has so long 
been our delight to boast. There is a 


soon fade away; that those pleasures 
‘which have so long dazzled you, will 
‘vanish and leave in your mind the bit- 
iter and heart-rending sting of remorse. 
You cannot, like the Christian, place at 
‘defiance all the malignant reproaches of 
‘envy—you cannot enter the presence of 
‘the Almighty, depending upon his mer- 
icy. No such feelings can enter your 
‘mind—you have long spurned at the 
‘consoling voice of Religion, and unless 
you quickly repent, you will be doomed 
‘to everlasting punishment. Anticipate 
the awful moment of your bidding those 





pleasures an eternal farewell.—Think 
what reflections will arise in your mind, | 
when you look back upon them—how | 
will your eyes closing in the sleep of 
death, contemplate those vanities which 
now shine so bright, and those riches 
which cause you to imagine yourself 
the happiest of mankind! They cannot 
\procure for you pardon from the Al- 
mighty, but on the Jast—the awful day, 
when we all must appear before that 
Judge clothed in all the majesty of pow- 
er, will weigh heavy on your mind. 
Forget for a moment, all your earthly 
happiness, and see in what a light the 
|Christian stands ; he has no pleasures 
jhere, which can banish from his mind 
jthe anticipation of happiness hereafter— 
happiness unlike that which has so long 
blinded and deceived you. Death, in- 
stead of inflicting upon him an incurable 
sting gives him joy and consolation : he 
leaves this world, not looking back 
upon it with sorrow and pain, brt long- 
ing for that day to approach when he 
shall appear in glory before his Re- 
deemer. To arrive at this happiness, 

















pretended religion, however, which so 
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imaginary pleasures, and prepare your 
soul for that day, when you must give 
an account of all your actions here be. 
low. When once you place yourself 
under the guidance of Religion, and en. 
ter upon the path which she points out 
to you, you can set at defiance all the 
machinations of satan for your destruc- 
tion. 

Will you then continue in your for- 
mer course of guilt, and give the eternal 
welfare of your soul in exchange for 
such happiness as that which this world 
can give you? Pause for a moment be- 
fore you determine upon a point on 
which turns all your hopes of future 
bliss—think what trne and lasting hap- 
piness you would enjoy if you imitate 
the Christian, and rest upon the Al- 
mighty alone for forgiveness. G. 





cecdeemnromee 








FOR THE LADIES’ LITFRARY CABINET. 


COMPARISON BETWEEN POPE AND 
MOORE, , 

There are but few, in the literary 
world, who stand more pre-eminent for 
the greatness of their compositions, than 
Pope and Moore. There isa native 
dignity-—a proud and lofty consciousness 
of superiority that characterizes the for- 
mer, which excites the admiration of 
every reader. He has a free mode of 
expressing himself, which seems to come 
direct from the heart, and strongly 
proves the sincerity ofall that he asserts. 
If he would describe the power and sit- 
uation of our Creator, he does it notin 
the feeble language of an ordinary poet. 
but each word bears some strong and 
convincing meaning, calculated much to 
increase the greatness and the beauty 
of the description, and you see the 
Father of All seated high upon his 
heavenly throne, while world after 
world, rolls obedient to his command. 
- His * Essay on Man” does not seem 
to have Deen written by a mortal, who 
was liable to the same imperfections as 
his fellow creatures ; but be treats of 
the subject with so much dignity, and 
rebukes the faults of mankind with so 
much of the consciousness of a superior 
being, that it is like the reasonings of a 
monarch to the subjects of his care, or 
the commands of a Creator to the beings 
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en 


LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 





77 





—=—— 





The following lines, in which is com, 
bined the greatness of the philosopher 
with the beauty of the poet, may be ta- 
ken as an example of the justice of his 


remarks. 


“ Presumptuous man! the reason would'st thou 


find, 
Why formed so weak, s0 little, and so blind? 
First, if thou canst, the harder reason guess, 
Why formed no weaker, blinder, and no less.” 


Notwithstanding Pope has so long 
held the sceptre among the candidates 
for poetical fame, and wielded it too, 
with such a powerful hand, there is one 
who may justly dispute his superiority, 
and who, although his style is perfectly 
different, can still give as much pleasure 
to the lovers of poetry, as any before 


him. I allude to the great Irish poet 
Moore. He too, in one page, can ex- 


cite the indignation of an offended mind, 


from almost the hardest heart. He can 
paint the storm of passion, and the eye 
of the reader will flash at the descrip- 
tion ; but when he would express the 
soft emotions of a lover, the feelings of 
indignation are succeeded by those of 
delight. 


There is a fascination in the lines of! 
Moore, which is seldom to be met with, | 
even inthe pages of Pope ; but the lat-| 
ter posseses a power of adding instruc- 
tion to pleasure, in which the former is 
deficient. 


There is also much difference in 
their tastes, which makes it more difli- 
cult to judge of their respective me- 
rits:——-The one will take for his sub- 
ject the degradation of mankind, and let 
loose all his powers that he may stimu- 
late them to virtue ; while the other, 
will weep over the miseries of some 
unhappy girl, who is sinking silently into | 





the grave, because some one upon) 
whom she has set her affections has 
proved inconstant to her love, or be-' 
cause the object of her solicitude has’ 
gone, before her, to the land of the hap-| 
py, and thus embittered her future life | 
by depriving her of that for which she 
alone lived. It is here that the talent 
of Moore shows itself in its brightest 
light, and he gives a sweetness to his 
characters which we cannot but admire. 














have just described that he puts these 
beautiful lines : 


» 


“Oh! I weuld ask no happier bed, 

Than the chill wave my love lies under ; 
| Sweeter to rest together dead, 

Far sweeter than to live asunder.” 





ee 


ee 


NATURAL HISTORY, 


Humbolt says that Naturalists already 
know 56,000 species of cryptogamousand 
phenerogamous plants, 44,000 insects, 








‘* Those who have had no experience of 
these animals,” says Dr. Davy, ‘of 
their immense numbers in their fayour- 
ite haunts,—of their activity, keen ap- 
petite, and love of blood, can have no 
idea of the kind and extent of annoyance 
they are to travellers in the interior, of 
which they may be truly said to be the 
plague. In rainy weather it is almost 
shocking to see the legs of men ona 
long march, thickly beset with them, 
gorged with blood, and the blood trick- 








2500 fishes, 700 reptiles, 4000 birds, 
and 500 mammiferz. In Europe alone} 
there exist nearly 80 mammifere, 400) 
birds, and 30 reptiles. There are un-| 
der this temperate boreal zone 5 times'| 
|as many species of birds as mammifera ; 
'5 times as many composite as amenta-| 
\ceous and coniferous plants ; 5 times as'| 
‘many leguminous as there are orchi-| 
deous and euphorbiaceous. 


Sir T. F. Raffles has sent to England. 
several skeletons of animals from Suma- | 
itra; among these is the Dugong. This. 
creature grazes at the bottom of the sea 
without legs ; and is of the figure and) 








structure of its mouth enables it to 





Jan inch in length, and is nearly semi-' 


browse upon the fuci and submarine 


ling down in streams. In attempting to 
keep them off, they crowd to the attack, 
and fasten on quicker than they can be 
removed, I do not exaggerate when I 
say that | have occasionally seen at least 
fifty on a person at atime. Their bites 
are apt to fester, and become sores, and 
frequently degenerate into extensive 
ulcers, which, in too many instances, 
have occasioned the loss of limb, and 
even of life.” —Monthly Magazine. 








A PRESERVATIVE AGAINST EARTIL- 
QUAKE AND THUNDER. 





Philip the second of Spain is well 


form of the whale; the position and | known to have expended enormous sums 


jin the erection of the convent and pa- 
‘lace of the Escurial. He very cautious- 


alge like a cow in a meadow, and the ly provided, by the best means, against 


whole structure of the masticating and 
digestive organs, shews it to be truly 
herbivorous. It never visfts land, or 
fresh water, but lives in shallow inlets, | 
where the water is two or three fathoms | 
deep. Their usual length is eight or 
nine feet. But a curious, and to some: 
perhaps, the most interesting part of the’ 
detail of the bistory of this animal is, | 
that the flesh resembles young beef, | 
being very delicate and juicy. | 
THE LEECH OF GEYLON. | 

This animal is seldom more than half. 





transparent. It is very active, and is) 
said occasionally to spring. Its powers! 
of contraction and extension are very: 
great. It is like a fine chord when fully | 
extended, and its point is so sharp, that’ 
it easily makes its way through very | 
small openings. It is supposed to have 
an acute sense of smell, for no sooner 
does a person stop where leeches 


abound, than they appear to crowd ea- 





It is in the mouth of such a being as 1: 


i} 


all the accidents to which such a build- 
ing was liable. There were two acci- 
dents, however, to which every edifice, 
constructed partly of wood, and raised 
upon the surface of the earth, are una- 
voidably exposed : and these are earth- 
quake and lightning. Afier much re- 
flection on the best method of averting 
these evils, the sagacious monarch and 
‘his counsellors at last hit upon expedi- 
‘ents which they deemed infallible. One 
of these insisted in enclosing, with the 
utmost solemnity, certain small portions 
and splinters of the hair, nails, and 
bones which formerly belonged to St. 
Lawrence, in the urns, placed along the 
roof of the building. This was to serve 
as a sure preservative against lightning, 
while earthquake was carefully averted 
by enclosing certain fragments of the 
oaken staff, woolen hose, and hairy mat- 
trass of the same martyr, in the cubes 
and rhombs which formed the corner 
stones and buttresses of the edifice. 
[ Lit. Magazine, 











gerly to the spot from all quarters.—- | 
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VARIETY. | 





PARADISE—-AN EASTERN LEGEND. 
However fabulous the following may 
be, there is contained in it something | 
from which instruction may be derived ; | 
inasmuch as it shews that however far 
our ambition may lead us, it must finally 
be subdued : 

When Alexander had conquered the 
world and penetrated into the remotest 
regions of India, he heard of Paradise, 
and determined to subdue thatalso. He 
was told that the river Hithebel led to 
it, and immediately or#ered a fleet to be 
equipped to carry his troops thither ; 





but previously dispatched a few vessels 
to carry information. When they had 
reached the garden of Paradise, his peo- 
ple found the gates shut and before it an 
aged keeper of singular appearance, and 
with an extraordinary beard, whom they 
commanded to open the gates instantly 
for their master, as he was not far be- 
hind them. The hoary keeper smiled 
and said he durst not admit him unless 
he could find means to weigh down a 
feather, which he herewith sent, when 





placed in the balance. The messenger 
was astonished, for he could not con- 
ceive how a small feather—since it was 
only a light downy feather—could have 
such weight, and concluded that the old 
man was jeering him. He nevertheless 
went and delivered the message. Alex- 
ander directed a balance to be bronght 
and it soon appeared that all the wood 
and stone, and silver and gold that could 
be laid in the scale, was not sufficient to 
counterpoise this little feather, which 
made every thing that was brought fly 
quickly up, as though the greatest 
weights had been put down. Alexander 
astonished at its magical effect, sent once 


more to inquire what was the meaning 


of it. i 


The man gravely answered, that the 
feather signified Alexander’s cupidity 
and ambition, which were as light as 
down, and yet so heavy that nothing 
could counterbalance them; but he 




















he died at Babylon without having seen 
Paradise, 
ee TT 
HEROISM. 


No man ever shewed more courage 
than the Islander of St. Domingo, of 
whom the history of that island gives an 
account. 

In the year 1502, when the Spaniards 
were endeavouring to establish them- 
selves in St. Domingo, two Spanish gen- 
tlemen, one named Valenebro, and the 
other Pontevreda, observed an Indian at 
adistance. Veldenebro quitting his com- 
rade, ran toward the islander with up- 
lifted lance. The Indian, to save him- 
self, shot an arrow on the Spaniard ; it 
missed, and at the same instant received 
the lance in his body. The Indian im- 
mediately drew it out, and seizing the 
bridle of his enemy’s horse, with an 
intent to pierce it, the Spaniard buried 
his sword in the Indian’s body ; this al- 
so he took out, as he had done the lance, 
and thongh the Castilian held the 
handle, he made him quit it. 

Valdenebro then took his dagger, and 
plunged it into the Indian’s breast; this 
he also freed himself from with as much 
facility as he had from the sword and 
lance. Pontevreda, who saw his com- 




















\dite!! him how that feather may be 


panion disarmed and in danger, gallop- 
ed to his assistance. The Indian re- 
ceived him firmly, although streaming 
with blood from the three large wounds 
which he had recetved from Valdene- 
bro. Pontevreda gave him three others 
in the same manner, and with the same 
success ; and the two gentlemen found 
themselves disarmed and put to flight by 
one of those men whom they thought 
less than their dogs. A few minute af- 
terward the Indian expired. 

We can in this instance not only say, 
that no warrior ever died more glorious- 
ly with his arms in his hands ; but it 
was an event that perhaps has no paral- 
lel in history, to see the victorious seek 
their safety by flight, and the vanquish- 
ed with all the marks of victory. 


afraid your nose and chin will have a 
fight before long ; they approach each 
other very menacingly.”’ 1 am afraid 
of it myself (replied the gentleman) for 
a good many words have passed between 
them already. 


——— 


An eminent lawyer went into the shop 
of a gentleman in Boston, who was in 
partnership with his brother-in-Jaw, and 
enguired for some waistcoats. A num- 
ber of elegant patterns were thrown on 
the counter, and, after looking at them 
for a moment, the lawyer pleasantly ob- 
served he should like to take one of 
them if he would take his pay in Law. 
‘* You may take one if you please,” re- 
plied the gentleman, ‘‘ and pay my bro- 
ther in-Law.”’ 


== 
FEMALE INTREPIDITY. 


The Earl of Dundonald has written a 
biographical sketch of the family of the 
late Mr. Coutis. Speaking of this gen- 
tleman’s grandmother, a daughter of Sir 
J. Cochrane, he relates the following 
anecdote: ‘*Sir John Cochrane being 
engaged in Argyle’s rebellion against 
James 11, was taken prisoner after a 
desperate resistance, and condemned to 
be hanged. His daughter having notice 








outweighed. ‘* Let’ said he, ** a hand- 
ful of earth be laid upon it, and it will 
at once lose its extraordinary power.”’ 
Alexander perceived the meaning, and 
was deeply dejected. Soon afterwards 





A distinguished gentleman of Pennsyl- 
vania, whose nose and chin are both 
very long, and who had lost his teeth, 
whereby the nose and chin are brought 
pretty near together, was told “I am 


that the death warrant was expected 
from London, attired herself in men’s 
clothes, and twice attacked and robbed 
the mails (between Bedford and Ber- 
wick) which conveyed the death war- 
rant; thus, by delaying the execution, 
giving time to Sir J. Cochrane’: father, 
the Earl of Dundonald, to make interest 
with Father Peter, a Jesuit, King James’ 
confessor, who, for the sum of 5000I. 
agreed to intercede with his royal mas- 
ter in favour of Sir J. Cochrane, and to 
procure his pardon ; which was affect- 
ed.”’ 


=a 
ANECDOTE. 


An Irish soldier once returning from 
battle in the night, marching a little way 
behind his companion, called out to him, 
« Holloo, Pat, | have taken a prisoner |” 
“ Bring him along then! bring him 
along!’’ ‘* Aye, but he won’t come.” 
‘Why then come away without him.” 
« By Jasus, but he won't let me!” 
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POETRY. 





The following beautiful lines, though they have 
often been published, we believe have never 
made their appearance in the Cabinet, and we 
cannot refrain from laying them before our 
readers: 

GOD! 


O Thou Eternal One! whose presence bright, 
All space doth occupy—all! motion guide ; 
Unchang’d through Time’sall-devastating flight, 

Thou only God! There is no God beside. 
Being above all beings! Mighty One! 
Whom none can comprehend and none explore ; 
Who fill'st existence with Thyself alone ; 
Ewbracing all—supporting—raling o’er— 
Being whom we caliGO D—and know no more ! 


In its sublime research, philosophy 
May measure out the ocean deep—may count 


The sands, or the sun's rays—-but, God! for thee || 


There is no weight nor measure; noue can 

mount 

Up to thy mysteries. Reason's brightest spark, 

Though kindled by thy light, in vain would try 
To trace Thy counsels, infinite and dark : 

And thought is lost ere thought can soar so high, 

Even like past moments in eternity. 


Thou from primeval nothingness dist call 
First, chaos, then existence— Lord, on thee 
Eternity had its foundation: all 
Sprung forth trom thee—of light, joy, harmony; 
Sole origin—all life, all beauty, thine. 
Thy word created all, and doth create ; 
Thy splendour fills all space with rays divine. 
Thou art, and wert, and shall be, glorious! 
great! 


Life-giving, life-sustaining potentate ! 


Thy chains the unmeasur’d € /niverse surround: 
Upheld by Thee, by Thee inspir’d with breath ! 

Thou the beginning with the end hast bound, 
And beautifully mingled life with death ! 

As sparks mount upwards from the fiery blaze, 
So suns are born, so worlds spring forth from 

Thee! 

And as the spangles in the sunny rays 
Shine round the silver snow, the pageantry 
Of Heaven's bright aruy glitters in thy praise. 


A million torches lighted by Thy hand 
Wander unwearied through the blue abyss; 
They own thy power, accomplish thy command, 
All gay with life, all eloquent with bliss, 
What shall we call them? Piles of crystal light? 
A glorious company of golden streams? 
Lamps of celestial ether burning bright? 
Suns lighting systems with their joyous beams? 
But Thou to these art as the nvog to night. 


Yes, as a drop of water in the sea, 
All this magnificence in Thee is lost :— 
What are ten thousand worlds compar’d to Thee? 
And what am I then? Heaven's unnumber'd 
host, 
Though multiplied by myriads, and array’d 
In all the glory of sublimest thought. 


The garments of eternal day, and wing 


| Against Thy greatness—is a cypher brought 
Against infinity! What am I then ?—~Nought.| 


Nought!—but the effluence of Thy light divine, 
‘Pervading worlds, hath reach’d my bosom too; | 
Yes ? in my spirit doth thy spirit shine, 

As shines the sun beam in a drop of dew. 
Nought!—but I live, and on bope’s pinions fly 
Eager towards thy presence: for in Thee 
I hive, and breathe, and dwell; aspiring high, | 
Even to the throne of thy divinity. 
lam, 0 GOD! and surely THOU MUSTBE! 





Thou art directing, guiding all, thou art! 
Direct my understanding then to Thee; 

Control my spirit, guide my wandering heart ; | 
Though bat an atom midst immensity, 

Still 1 am something, fasbion’d by thy band! 
I hold a middle rank ’twixt heaven and earth, 

Ov the last verge of mortal being stand, 

Close to the realms where angels have their 

birth, 
Just on the boundaries of the spirit land ! 





The chain of being is complete in me ; 
In me is matter's last gradation lost, 
‘And the next step is spirit— Deity! 
I can command the lightning, and am dust! 
A monarch, and a slave: a worm, a God! 
Whence came I here, aud how? so marvelously 
Constructed and conceiv'’d unknown? This clod 
Lives surely through some higher energy ; 
For from himself alone it could not be. 








Creator! Yes! Thy wisdom and thy word 
Created me / Thou source of life and good! 


And then Leonidas to fury wrought, 

Would uot by terms of arrogance be bought; 

“ Now come and try,” hecried, “ my arms to take, 

There my country’s glory all will stake :” | 

These words he spake, with martial boldness 
hail'd 

By Grecian plaudits, which high Heaven assail’d; 

These words, his wartike.armics all inspir'd, 

And all their breasts with martial courage fir d. 

The Persians then for battle felt incliu'd, 

And with their hosts the rugged fields were lin'd, 

A track unguarded, suddenly they found, 


| And pour’d their troops in numbers thick around ; 
| The Grecians fought their rightful dues to save, 


Which Nature’s distribution freely gave. 
But woe the day ! the Persians arms were great, 


|| The Spartans shar'd a miserable fate: 


Thermopylae was red with gore and blood, 
That roll'd in torrents Cowan the furious flood, 
The Grecians fell, and all their deeds proclaim, 
They died in glory, for their country’s fame 
FLORIANUS. 
New-York , Jane 20, 1822. 


TO A DISTRESSED BEAUTY 


Maiden! why indulge in sorrow * 
Grief will mar thy roseate check— 
Never thus misfortunes borrow, 
Future years more bliss bespeak 
For you are young, 
And maids among, 
You are the lovliest of the throng 


Maiden! cruel is the lover, 





Thou spirit of my spirit, and my Lord! 
Thy light, thy love, in their bright plenitude 
Fill’d me with an immortal soul, to spring 
Over the abyss of death, and bade it wear ! 


Its heavenly flight beyond this little sphere, 
Even to its source—to Thee—its Author there. 


O thought ineffable! O visions blest! 

Though worthiess our conceptions all of Thee, 
Yet shall thy shadowed image fill our breast, 
And waft its homage to thy Deity. 

God! thus alone my lowly thoughts can soar; 
Thus seek thy presence— Being wise and good! 
Midst thy vast works, admire, obey, adore ; 
And when the tongue is eloquent no more, 
The soul shall speak in fears of gratitude. 
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THE BATTLE OF THERMOPYLA4. 


Darius died, and Xerxes held the throne, 
And rul'd the Persians gloriously alone ; | 
But Greece, before bis father’s spirit tried, 
And now his wild ambitious views defied : 

With men of might, and heavy ships of war, 

He led the way to Thessaly afar; ‘ 
From thence he strove the narrow strait to gain, 
And the bold Greeks encounter on the plain. 
Twas there the Spartan king with vet'rans stood, 
The pass to guard; near to the trembling flood, 








There Xerxes boldly cried “ Lay down your arms: 











Is but an atom in the balance weigh’d 


And be forever free from war's alarme;”” 





That can cause thee thus to weep; 
That can pass thy virtues over, 
And inflict a wound so deep: 
His victim leave, 
Her beart bereave, 
Then fy and other maids deceive’ 


But, Maiden ' he never can prosper, 
He that thus thy beauty slights— 
He must taste, in turn, of sorrow, 
And feei the loss of Love's delights— 
While you, more biest, 
Will be carest, 
And pure, in virtuous pleasures rest. 
————— 





Messrs Editors,—I take the liberty of enclo- 
sing to you the following beautiful lines, which 
lately appeared in the Commercial Advertiser, 
and have excited almost universal admiration. 
By giving them a place in your interesting e- 
per you would oblige S. 

THE MERMAID’S SONG. 


Rest to the mariner, rest, 
The smile of Heaven is o’er thee 
And ocean’s violet breast a3 
Is smooth and still before thee ; 

Mark—on his cloudy throne 
The Tempest— Demon flying, 
And bark—the thunder-groan 
Is distant now, and dying; 
Then rest thee, mariner, rest, 
The storm is o’er the billow, 
And fairy visions blest 
Await thee at thy pillow’ 
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Sleep, and the bliseful dream 
Of home and friends shall meet thee, 
And with the morrow’'s beam 
Thy native shore shall greet thee ; 
E’en now the woodland scent 
Steals o’er the wave's mild motion, 
_ And wild-wood airs are blent 
With the dewless breath of ocean; 
Then rest thee, mariner, rest, 
The smile of Heaven is o'er thee, 
And ocean's violet breast 
Is smooth and still before thee! 
MURDOCH, 
New-York, June 24. 





FOR THE LADIEs’ LITERARY CABINET. 


CLASSICAL ENIGMA. 
The Conqueror who in history is known, 
And who by valour, gained the British throne ; 
He, who with vengeful arm aad poison'd spear, 
Immortal Hector killed, who spurned at fear. 


A city fam‘d, which own'd great Homer's werth, 
With other cities vieing, claim'd his birth ; 

He, who in hist'ry’s page is often uam’d, 

And who for crossing o’er the Alps is fam'd. 











One died of his wounds, aud tle other was || 
drowned.” 


] 
i 








‘i 
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NEW-YORK, | 


} 
' 


SATURDAY, JULY 13, 1822. | 





William Ray, Esq. who has not a little added 
to the Literary reputation of the western part || 
of this state as a poet and a scholar, has issued | 
proposals for publishing a paper in the village of | 
Geneva, to be entitled “ The Miscellaneous Reg- | 
| ister.” 





The stalls and cellars in Franklin Market in 








this city, were rented at Auction on Monday, 
last. They brought 3420 dollars for nine) 
months from the Ist of August. The whole cost | 
of erecting this building, was only $2070, a less | 
sum than the amount of rents for the above | 
period. 


~~~ =— 


Poems, consisting of the Ages, and the oti: 


: 
smaller poems ia the same collection—Seleci\,... 


from Yamouden—from Dabney's, Maxwell's and 
Allison’s Poems—and from periodical publics 
tions. Among the pieces selected from period; 


‘eal works are several! from the North American 


Review. 


The society for the encouragement of arts, 
manufactures and commerce, in London, have 
awarded to Mrs. Wells, of Wethersfield, Con. a 
large silver medal and twenty guineas, for anew 
material for fine plat, in imitation of Leghorn. 


TO CORRES?PONDENTS. 


#,* Several favours have been received from 
our correspondents since our last. 





~ -- 





MARRIED, 








employed in some way or other, on the Great 


It is stated that nearly ten thousand men are | 
Western Canal. Another season wil! probably 





ecean, and nearly complete this stupendous, 





The vent’rous youth, who dared to soar on high, 
With fabricated wings to seek the sky; 

Aud he, whotaus'd his nother to be slain, 
Command of Rome's great e:npire to obtain. 


The country fam'd for learning and for art, 
And ali that can improve or mead the heart; 
The hero, who with great Eneas fought, 

And she, for whom the fam'd Alcides wrought. 


Au aged hero, whom both brave and wise, 
Immortal Homer praises to the skies. 
ii the initials when found out, you join, 
You'll see a Name, which will forever shine. 
Gteete 
A solution of the above, from some of our 
poetical correspondents, is requested. 


p 


FRAGMENT. 
And there were two who loved, but never told 
Their love to one another: years had rolled 
Since Passion touch’d them with bis purple wing, 
Though still their youth was in its blossoming. 
Lofty of soul, as riches were denied, 
He deemed it mean te woo a wealthy bride : 
And (for ber tears were seeret) coldly she 
Wreathed her pale brow in maidea dignity. 


work. It is now only about five years since it) 
was commenced. 


The Evening Post states that between two 
jens three thousand poor children are daily in- 
structed in the Free Schools of this city. 





We understand that on Tuesday next a public 
dinner will be given at the City-Hotel, in honour 
of the French Minister, the Baron Hyde de 
Neuville. 

Two men late belonging to the Albion Packet, 
came home in the James Cropper, which arrived 
on Wednesday last. 

Unfortunate Occurrence.—A boat from the 
Pranklin 74 while lying at Valparaiso, in at- 
tempting to land near a place called Quintera, 
was accidentally upset, and Lieut. Perry, Dr. 
De Puy, Midshipmen Creemer, Marshal, Pre. 
ble, and Coffin, and two seamen were uunfortun 
jately drowned. Midshipman Pinkham and one 
man, who were also on board the boat, succeeded 
} in reaching the shore insafety. “ This circum. 


sas 1 





On Sunday evening last, by the Rev. Mr. 
Burk, Mr. Alexander Clark, of this city, to Miss 
Maria Holt, of Norwich, Conn. 

On Tuesday evening, by the Rev. Mr. Wain- 


: wright, Mr. Ralph Shaw, to Miss Margaret Ken- 
'witness the union of our inland seas with the || ens P ’ gare 


nedy, both of this city. 


At Stonington, Con on the 3d instant, by the- 
|| Rey John Wightman, Capt Richard Hamilton, 


of New-London, to Miss Mary Williams, of the 
| former place. 











DIED, 


On Monday evening last, in the 23d year of 
his age, Mr. Ming Valleau, son of Mr. William 
Valleau. 

On Monday afternoon, Mr. John G. Prentz, 
aged 27 years. 

At New Rochell, on Tuesday last, Mrs. Jami- 
ma Conklin, aged 70 years, widow of the late 
Titus Concklin, for many years a respectable 
inhabitant of this city. 

The city inspector reports the death of 53 
persons during the week ending on Saturday, 
6ih instant, viz. 11 men, 12 women, 16 boys and 
44 girls. 


ome 


—— 








LETTER-PRESS PRINTING. 


PaMpPHiets, Carns, HanpsBiLis, CiRCcU- 








stance, (says a letter from on board the ship,) 
has cast a gloom ever the whole ship’s company. 





Yet each had caught the other’s eye reposing, 
And, far as looks disclose, the truth disclosing ; 


But, they met, pride checked the soui's 
sigh, 
And the melting spirit of the eye— 


A pride in vulgar hearts thai never shone ; 
And still they loved and silently loved on. 





— 
In Doncaster ehurch-yard may be seen the 
following epitaph— . 
“Here lies two brothers, by misfortune sur- 
rounded, 





Lieat. Perry was a brother of the late Commo- 
dore Perry, and was an ornament to our navy, 
It is stated by Midshipman Pinkham, that Lieut. 
Perry might have saved himself, but fell a vic. 


tim to his own humane exertions in attempting 
to save his companions. 







American Poetry.—A neat volume of 280 pa- 
ges, {2mo. has been published in London, entitled 
Specimens of American Poetry, with critical 
notices and a preface. The reported editor is 
Mr. Roscoe, son of the well known author ‘of that 

name. The specimens consist of the Airs of 
Palestine, by Mr. Pierpout—Fanny—Bryant’s 














bars, &c &c. executed with neatness and dis- 
patch, at the office of the Ladies’ Literary Ca- 
binet, No. 30 William-st. directly opposite the 
Post office. 


i Subscriptions for the Cabinet, re- 
éeived at the publisher's office No. 30 William- 
strect, directly opposite the Post-Office. 
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